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ACT I. 


G LEE. AxchERS and LAssES. : 


The ſweets of love, 
We'll taſte and drink till we're mellow; 
With dimpled ſmiles, 
Sly winks and wiles, 
Each pretty laſs will pleaſe her fellow— 


[* Sherwood's ve, 


Ranting, 
Flanting, 
Gay gallanting, 
Such ſporting the like ne'er ſeen O! 
Hey down, derry, derry, 
Merry merry archers, 
Tripping it on the green O! 


* 


CHO RusG. 
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A2 RUuUTTEKIN. 
. * 
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RuTTEKIN. 


2 mend mt and cans, v7 

N Hoop jugs, patch — 2 pans, 
And over the country trudge it— 

I ſing without meaſure, 

Nor fear loſs of treaſure, - 

And carry my all in my budget. 

Here under the green leav'd buſhes, 

| O how we'll firk it, 

jt Caper and jerk it, 

Singing as blithe as thruſhes, *© 


I'm not plagu'd with a wife, 
Live free from conteſt and ſtrife, 
| | Blow high, blow low—Ruttekin, ne'e; will 
8 ] eat when l'm hungry, lind it — 
* Drink when I'm dry, 
Join pleaſure where- ever I find it. 
Here under the green-wood buſhes, 
O bow we'll firk it, 
Caper and jerk it, 
Singing as blithe as thruſhes, 


EDWIV. 
Ye pow'rs who make virtue your care, 
4 O bend from your bowers above; 
F$ Say why ſhould diſtreſs and deſpair, 
F | Be the conſtant attendants on love ? 
/ Should 


50 


Should war with its wide ſpreading force, 
Of nations the ſcourge and the curſe, 
To ten- fold its rage be encreas'q, 
The torments of lovers are worſe. 


Da Cape. 


DUET, Ronix and EDpwix. 


The ſtag hrovgh the foreſt, when rquz'd by 


the horn, 
Sore frighted, high bounding, flies wretched, 


forlorn ; 


Quick panting, heart burſting, the hounds now 


in view, 


Speed doubles! ſpeed doubles ! they eager pur- 
ſue, 


But ſcaping the hunters again thro? the groves, 


Forgetting paſt evils, with freedom he roves— 
Nat ſo in; his ſoul who from tyrant love flies, 


The ſhaft overtakes him, deſpairing he dies. 


I 44h 


MAROARET. 


Beat on my hover, eyes pour your tears, 
Corroding grief conſumes my years 


As thou, my girl, L once was glad, 
But now a widow ever ſad. 


Love made me happy for awhile, 
And then like thee I'd chearful tmile ; 


Now 


7 


| 
, 
1 
N 
| 
| 
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Now like the willow droops my head, 
I mourn a lover huſband dead. 


* 


* 


ANNETTE. 


When the men a courting came, 
Flatt'ring with their prittle prattle 
Of their fooPries I made game, 
Rallied with my tittle tattle, 
| Cooing to me, 
Wooing to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Pleaſing of me, 
Offering pelf, 
Each ſilly elf, | 
Came cooing, wooing, bowing to me, 


The divine, with looks demure, 
Talk'd of tithes and eating plenty; 
Shew'd the profits of his cure, 
And vow'd to treat me with each dainty, 
Cooing to me, 
Wooing to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Pleaſing of me, 
Offering pelf, 
Each ſilly elf, ; 
Came cooing, wooing, bowing to me. 


The learned ſerjeant of the law 
Shew'd his parchments, briefs, and papers; 
In his deeds I found a flaw, 0 
So diſmiſs'd him in the vapours; 
| Cooing 


75% 


Cooing to me, 
- Wooing to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Pleaſing of me, Wien | 
Offering pelt, | 
Lach ſilly elf, 
Came cooing, wooing, bowing to me. 


Phyſic now diſplay'd his wealth, 
With his noſtrums, but the fact is, 
I reſolv'd to keep my health, 
Nor die a martyr to his practice. 
Cooing to me, - 
Wooing to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Pleaſing of me, 
Offering pelf, 
Each ſilly elf, 
Came cooing, wooing, bowing to me. 


But at laſt a ſwain bow'd low, 
Candid, handſome, tall and clever, 

Squeez'd my hand—I can't tell how, 
But he won my heart for ever. 

Cooling to me, 

Wooing to me, 

Eaſing of me, 

Pleaſing of me, 

He has no pelf 

Yet for himſelf, 
[ ſent all other wooers from me. 


B A L- 


8 


BALLA D. AvczTIxA. | 


I travers'd Judah's barten fand, 
At beauty's altar to adore - 

But there the Turk had ſpoiFd the land, 
And Sion's daughters were no more: 


In Greece, the bold imperious mein, 
The wan ton look, the leering eye, 
Bade love's devotion not be ſeen, 
Where conſtancy is never wg, 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 
I bent my never ceaſing way, 
And to Loretta's temple bore, © 
A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 


But there, too, ſuperſtition's hand 
Had ſicklied ev'ry feature o'er, 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 


Where beauty fills the weſtern ſhore. 


Where Hymen with celeſtial nn 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn; 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
That uſhers in each happy morn. 


1 — te ene — 
a —ͤ—Eẽ ———— GEE AASA ee — — 


Ye daughters of old Albion's ile, 
Where'er I go; where'er I ſtray, 

O charity's ſweet children ſmile, 
To chear a pilgrim on his way. 


=. 


T 


— „ . 


CLoRIN PDA. 


XV 

| Cron 1 N DA. 
The trump of fame your name has breath'd, 
Its praiſe is ſounded far and near; 
Stout Little John, with laurel wreath'd, 

Has reach'd each dame, and damſels ear; 
But 'tis not ydu - bold Robin Hood, | 

I come to ſeek, with bended bow-; 

That man of might, 


I fain would fight, 
And conquer with my—Oh, ho, ho! 


Through froſt and ſnow, 
Though cold winds * 
I never fail, - 
In rain or hail, Ss, FF 
Though chunders roll, n 
| From pole to pole, 8 
To conquer with my—Oh, ho, ho! 


With bended bow, 
The buck or doe, Ws 
I never fail, noi 10 
Through rain or hail, e doi 
Though thunders roll, | 
From pole to pole, 

To conquer with my— Oh, ho, ho! 


BALL AD. EPDWIN. 


Mer hair is like a golden clue, 
Drawn from Minerva's loom; 
Her lips carnations dropping dew, 

Her breath is a petfume.— 


B Her 


f «4 


| Her brow is like the mountain ſnow, 
5 Gilt by the morning- beam; 
1 Her cheeks like living roſes glow, 

| Her eyes like azure ftream, 


Adieu! my friend, be me forgot, 
| And from thy mind defac'd ; 
| But may that happineſs be thine, 
| Which I can never taſte, 


In greenwood ſhade, or winding dell, 

We merry maids and archers dwell ; 
In quiet, free from worldly ſtrife, 

We paſs a chearful rural life, 

And by the moon's pale quiv'ring beams, 

We friſk it near the, chryſtal ftreams, 


Our ſtation's near the King's highway, 

We rob the rich, the poor to pay 

The woe-worn wretch we ſtill protect, 

The widow—orphan—ne'er neglet— 

Fat churchmen, proud, we cauſe to ſtand, 
And whiftle for our ſteady band. 


ACT 


B A L L A D. MAROGAR ET. 


5 , 
N CE I was, though now I'm ſad, 
As the ſpringing ſeaſon glad, 
E'er beheld in its domain, 
Or fair ſummer in her train, 
Or rich autumn in his year; 
Sing [ could, as ſky-lark clear, 
E'er alas! in grief I tell, | $45 
Into chains of love I fell. 
But now filent muſt I be; 
Pity me, maids, pity me; 
Pity me, ſince he's no more, 
Beauteous ſwain of Avon's ſhore, 


Woods that wave. the mountain tops, 

Oer whoſe moſs the tit- mouſe hops Y 
Tell my tale to ruſtling gales, | 
Fountains weep it through the vales, 

And, with her own ſorrow faint, 

Let ſad Echo join my plaint, N 
Since I've loſt my brighteſt lad 

That e'er made a virgin glad. 


Now 


. 


. 
Now all mournful muſt I be 5 
Pity me, maids, pity me; 
Pity me, for he's no more, 
Beauteous ſwain of Avon's ſhore. 


From an Iriſh Ballad, entitled The Marip of Acua- 
vok z.“ 


CLORIN DA. 
When ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 8 
And bright dew-drops impearl the flowers ſo gay, 
Sound, found, my ſtout archers—ſound horns, 
and away | | 7 

With arrows ſharp-pointed we go. 
See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor ſo bright, 
Io Pzan—for Phoebus who leads to delight, 
All glorious illumin'd now riſes to fight ; 

*Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 


Freſh roſes we'll offer at Venus's ſhrine ; 
Libations we'll pour to Bacchus divine; 
While mirth, love, and pleaſure, in junction com- 
ne 
For archers, true ſons of the game. 


Bid ſorrow adieu, in ſoft numbers we'll ing, 
Love, friendſhip and beauty, - make the air ring, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and 


king, | 
Encreaſe to thęir honour and fame. 


SCARLET. 


C-1g 3 | 
SCARLET. | 


If to me ſhe'd grant the bleſſing 
To poſſeſs her virgin love; 
Never more would I, tranigreſſing, ; 
From my rural maiden rove; | 
Wich affections ſweet careſſing, 

I'd to STELLA conſtant prove | 
So cloſcly ſhould our hearts entwine, | 
She'd not know her own from mine. | 


Wenn 


You ſwear your heart beats with love's pain z 
But I believe your vows are breath'd in vain. 
For fore I fear that you'd deceive me, 
For ſore I fear that you'd deceive me. 


Then I'd no lager ſeek the plain, 
The rural ſports, gay dance, and jocund ſtrain. 4 
Thoſe cheering ſcenes would only grieve me, | 
Thoſe — ſcenes would only grieve me. | 


Fatal are wolves to fleecy flocks, 

To ſoldiers war, to ſeamen hidden rocks; 
To maidens love—you may believe me, 
To maidens loye—you may believe me. 


' ROUTTEKIN, 


RurrTEREKIX. 


oo” 


Margaritta firſt poſſeſt, 

I remember well, my breaſt, 
With my row, dow, dow, derro z 
With my reſtleſs heart next play'd 
Martha, wanton, floe-ey*'d maid, 

With her tantarara ro. 


She to Catharine gave place, 

Kate to Betſey's am'rous face, 
With my, &c. 

Mary then, and gentle Anne, 

Both to reign at once began, 
With their, & c. 


Jenny next—a tyrant ſhe, 

But Rebecca ſet me free, 
With my, &c. 

In a week from her I fled, 

And took Judith in her ſtead, 
With her, &c. 


She poſſeſs'd a wond'rous grace, 
But ſhe wanted Suſan's face, 
With my, &c. 

Iſabella's rolling eye 
Eclips'd Suſan's preſently, 
With her, &c. 


Brown ſkinn'd Beſs I next obey'd, 
Then lov'd Nanny, red hair'd maid, - 
With my, &c. 

206: None 


EE») 
None could bind me, I am free, 
Yet love all the fair I ſee, 


Tantarara rara, ro. 


Ror1n Hood. 


When the chill Sirocco blows, 
And winter tells a heavy tale, 


Do ſit and curſe the froſt and ſnows, 
Then give me ale, 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut brown, 
O give me ſtout brown ale. 


Ale in a Saxon rumkin then, 

Such as will make Grimalkin prate, 
Bids valour burgeon in tall men, 
Quickens the poet's wit and pen. 

Deſpiſes fate 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut brown, 
O give me ftour brown ale, 


Ale that the plowman's heart up keeps 
And equals it to tyrant's thrones, 

That wipes the eye that overweeps, 

And Julls in ſweet and dainty ſleeps 


With my row, dow, dow, derro, 


When pies, and daws, and rooks, and crows, 


Th” 


( 16 ) 

Th' o'erwearied bones 
Old brown, | 
Stout brown, 


Nut brown, 
O give me nut kink ale. 


Grand child of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter, 
Wane's emulous neighbour, if but ſtale; 
Ennobling all the nymphs of water, | 
And filling each man's heart with laugheer. 
Oh! give me ale, ; 
Old brown, as 2 ('# 
Stout browny!} <2 $145 [i 244 oh 
Nut brown, : | 
O give me ſtout brown ale. 


This ue is taken ue an ot collection aft publiſhed 
Jou. 


CLORRIN DA. 


The flame of love aſſwages, 
When once it is reveal'd; 
But fiercer ſtill it rages | 
The more it is conceal'd; 
Conſenting makes it colder, + 
When met it will retreat, 

Repulles make it bolder, 
And dangers make it ſweet. 


From the Pen o fengs publiſhed by JonnsoN, \ 
Ronin 


„ 
1 
1 e FLOUM.- 
As burns the charger when he hears 
The trumpet's martial ſound; 
Eager to ſcour the field he rears, 
And ſpurns th' indented ground 


He ſnuffs the air—ere&s his flowing main, 
Scents the big war, and ſweeps along the ian, 


Impatient thus, my ardent ſoul 

Bounds forth on wings of wind, 
And ſpurns the moments as they roll 
With lagging pace behind, *' ,' 
| | {ra Da Capo. 


© 


* 


ALLEN a DALE. 


Chearful, as the birds in May, 

Is the mind devoid of love, 
Calm and ſerene, © 
As th' evening ſcene, 


When Philomel chaunts in the grove. 
But when Cupid, fly, rogueiſh and fickle, 


With poiſon envenoms his dart, 
Though firſt with the feather he'll tickle, 
At laſt . the barb through the heart. 


* 3 
Ss + " 


STELLA. 


Seducing love, whoſe magic ſkill, T 

' Whoſe melting pleaſure, painful thrill, 

_ Can ſoothe, or charm, or mad the K * 3 
tha it 


(28) 


With pity ſmile upon thy dave, 
Thy vot'ry's heart from torture ſave, 
n oY be kind! wel 7A 


SCARLET. 


I love thee, by heaven, what can l ſay more, 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling; 
If thou yield'ſt not at once T muſt e en give thee 
_ o'er, 
For I'm but a novice at fooling: 
What my love wants in words it ſhall make up 
in deeds, 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in ſtuff, child? 
A performance you know well a promiſe ex- 
ceeds, 


And a word to the wiſe i is enough, eus. 


Frem Jon xsob's collection. 


G L E E. 
Hark ; the leafy groves reſounding, 
Echo to the bugle horn ; 


Swift the ſtag, with vigour bounding, 
Leaps the break and clears the thorn. 


Ev'ry art his cunning trying, 

Shafts arreſt his eager flight; 
Bi h he leaps, the hounds full crying, 
akes the ſoil, now's out of ſight. 

| Da Cape. 


Twanging bows, fell death purſuing, 
Now he rears, weeps, turns his head ; 

Bays the dogs, but-nought from ruin, 
Novught can ſave, pants, falls—he's dead. 


Sound the horn, huzza in chorus, | -, 


We are free from care, my boys 
Rural pleaſures lie before us, 


Health, and length, and ſtrength of joys: 


Exo or THE SECOND ACT. 


C82 ACT 


* 
1 
onponornagmmmama__——_—og——_—_____—_—r_—__—_————— 
: — 


\ 


ws Sb uy. By 


* 


ANGELINA. 


OH nightingale, who on the blooming ſpray, 
Was bleſt at eve, when all the woods were ftill, 

Thou with freſh hopes the lover's heart doth 
fill: | 

While jolly hours lead on propitious May— 

Thy languid notes, which cloſe the eyes of d 

| Firſt heard before ſhallow cuckows bill, 
Portend ſucceſs in love with thy ſoft lay. 


The words from M1LTON. 


* 


BALL AD. EDpwin. 


Since all my hopes, dear maid, 
Are blown to air, 

And my fond heart's betray'd 
To ſad deſpair ; 

Here, in this wilderneſs, 

My ſorrows I'll rehearſe, 

And thy hard-heartedneſs, 
Thou cruel fair, 


' Wild 


Id 


( 2r-)) 
Wild fruit ſhall be my meat, 
Pl drink the ſpring, 
Cold earth ſhall be my ſeat—. 
For covering 
The ſtarry ſtudded ſky 
My head ſhall canopy, 


Until my ſoul on high 
Doth take her wing. 


No bell, no fun'ral fire, 
No tears for me; 
No grave do! deſice, 

No obſequie ; 2 
The gentle red - breaſt, he 
With leaves ſhall cover me, 
And ſing my elegy 

Moſt dolefully. 


RuTTEKIN. 


We'll ſeek the bow'r ot Robin Haod, 
And keep his bridal day, 

Fer chearfully in blithe Sherwood 
Brideſmen and brideſmaids play. 

Then follow me, my bonny lads, 
And we'll the paſtimes ſee, 


For the minſtrels ſing, 


And the ſweet bells ring, 
And they feaſt right merrily. 


The humming beer flows round in pails, 
Wich mead that's ſtout and old, 
And am'rous virgins tell love tales, 
To thaw the heart that's cold. 


Then 
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| ( 
| Then follow me, my bonny lads, 
| And we'll the "lin lee, 
| For the minſtrels ſing, 
| And the ſweet bells ring, 
| And they feaſt right merrily. 


| There dancing ſprightly on the poeenz 

| Each light-foot lad and laſs, 

Sly-ſtealing kifſes, when unſeen, 
And gingling glaſs for glaſs. 

Then follow me, my bonny lads, 
And we'll the paſtimes ſee, 

q For the minſtrels ſing, 
| And the ſweet bells ring, 


And they feaſt right merrily. 


* LirTTLE Joxx. 


j The laſſes are mad, the archers are mad, 
1 For nimbly footing the ground, ſir, 
In merry Sherwood no ſoul ſhall be ſad, 
While harps with melody ſound, ſir. 
In merry Sherwood, &c. 


We'll tipple till mad, then madly ſing 
Madrigals, catches, and glees, fir _ 

Chaunt out like mad till the welkin ring, 
Under the mifletoe-trees, ſir. 

Chaunt Gut, &c. 


1263 | 


We fight like mad, when we fall on our foes, | 
Shoot arrows wing'd like the wind, fir— 

The fat fallow deer can't eſcape o our t bows, 

Nor in ſwiftnels fafety find, fir.” 

The fat, &c. | 


Then madly we 1 ing. and in wel dance, 
And madly all far? out, fir, 

And madly make our enemies prance, 
If mad to try a bout, ſir. 

And madly, &c. : | 


Brave Scarlet is tht Allen i is was 

And Johy's as mad as the beſt, fir; 
Maidens run mad, our hearts are glad; 

Stark mad fhall be ev ry gueſt, fi | 
Maidens run, &c. ; 


* - 


ANN ETTE. 


They call me honeſt Ha 

Molly I will marry O, 9 een 
In ſpite of Nell, | 1 
Or Iſabel, N 

PIl follow my own vagary O— 


With my rigdum, jigdum air $ 4 
I love little Mary O, " 855 


In ſpite of Nell, 
Or Iſabel, 
PIt follow my own vagary O. 


Straight ſhe is and bonny O, 
von as ſugar- candy O, 


Freſh 


— — 7˖- ——ů OA wwe — 
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| Freſh and ga, 
| A As flowrs in May, 
'Y And I'm her jack-a-dandy O, 
With my rigdum, jigdum, &c. 


| Soon to church Ill bring her O, 

| Where we'll wed together O, 

i And that done, 

{ Then we'll have fun, 

| In ſpite of wind or weather O. 
With my rigdum jigdum, &c. 


£ ' * a | . 


DUET. Epwix AND AnctLina, 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And ev*ry care reſign ; 
And ſhall we never, never part, 
My life, my all that's mine ? 


No never from this hour to part, 

We'll live and love ſo true; 
The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 
Shall break thy Edwin's too. 

Sbe — Breaks Angelina's too 


h The Words by Gorvmrn. 


RuTTEKIN. 


Don't ſhill-I, ſhall-I, 
Nor with love rally, 
Wile 


( 25 ) 
Wilt be my wife? 
If thou'rt but willing, 
With thee each ſhilling 
I' ſhare through life. 

With tippling and rattling, | 
And ſmiling babes prattling, | 
Like mamma pretty, 
Like daddy witty, 
Hearr light as feather, 
We'll trip rogether, 

From vil to city. 


My heart fo jolly, * 
From melancholy 

Is always free. 
Sweet recreation, 
Without vexation, 

Fil find for thee; 
Coats, caps, and fine kirtles, 
With poſies and myrtles, 

And gowns ſo gay. 1 
At wakes you'll foot it, ' 
Skip, reel, and cur it, 

Spruce queen of may. 


Then make me happy 
With flingo.nappy, 
Ill chear your mind. 
Alas with gazing, - 
My poor heart's blazing; 
Your hand—be kind. 
Pm burning to cinder ; 
My wiſhes like tinder, 
The ſpark of your eyes 
Now kindles fire in; 
O with deſiring, 
| Your true love dies. 
D MARGARET. 


( 26 ) 


MARGARET. 


Friendſhip claims the name of love, 


Gentle perturbation ceaſe z 

Tender paſſion I diſcover, 

Hence with care and welcome peace. 
When cloſe preſſing, 
Fond careſling, 

Shall I anſwer no? 
When with ſmiling, 
Sorrow beguiling, 

Can I bid you go? 


F 1 NAH E. 


SCARLET AND STELLA, 


Let the muſic ſprightly play, 


This is Hymen's holiday; 
Smiling virtues him await, 


Guardian of the married ſtate, 
Crorus, Let the Muſic, &c, 


MARGARET AND ALLEN, 


Roſeat god of ſoft deſire, 

Mirth and wit, and ſong inſpire 
Each fond heart elate with joy, 
Honeſt love can never cloy. 


Crnorvs, Let the, 


ANGELINAs 


dee 


— 


&c. 


p &c. 


( 27 ) 


( 


ANGELINA anD Epwix. 


Dimpled innocence appear, 


Free from ſorrow, void of fear; 
Thy fair ſiſter bring with thee, 
Captivating modeſty. | = | 

__ Crorvs., Let the, &c. 


CATCH.—F RIER, RuTTEKIN AND Jon. 


Fill the foaming horn up high, 
Nor let tuneful lips be dry; 

Let the brimming goblet ſmile, 
Blood- red wine our cares beguile. 
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RoBiN AND CLORINDA. 


Strains of liberty we'll ſing, 

To our country, queen, and king; 
To thoſe friends, who often here, 
With their ſmiles our boſoms cheer. 


Crorvus, Strains of, &c. 
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